


Poems, 


Ution< 


W/Ha ry with toyle,! IiaQc me to my bed, 

T he dcare repofe foe liras with travaile tired. 

But then begins a journey in my head 
To worke my minde,wlien bodies work’s expired^ 
"For then rry thoughts (from far where I abide) 
Intend a xcalous pilgrimage to thee, 

.And keepe my drooping eve-lids open wide, 

Xooking on darkened which the blind doe fee. 

Save that my foules imaginary fight 
Prcfents their fhaddow to my fightlefie view. 

Which like a jcwell (hunge in gaftly night) 

Makes biacke night beautious and her old face new* 
Loe thus by day mv lims, by night my mind* 

FortI ee,and for my fdfc,no quiet findc. 

How can I then returne in happy plight 
T hat am debard the benefit of reft ? 

When dayes oppreflion is not eazd by night. 

But day by night and night by day oppreft. 

And each ( rhough enemies to othcis raigne) 

Doc in cor.fcnt fhnke hands to torture me, ? 

The one by toyle^the other to complaine 
How farj foyle,ftill farther oft from thee- 
I tell the Day to pi cafe him thou art bright? 

And do’ft him grace when clouds doe blot the heaven 
So flatter I the fwart complexiond night, 

Wnen fparkling ftars twire, not thou guibft th’even. 
But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer, fft 
And night doth nightly make g r eefes length feeme. 



Teems. 

When in difgracc with Fortune nnd mens eyes, 

I all alone be weepe my oui-caft ftate, 

And trouble dcafe heaven with my bootlcffe cries, 

A nd looke upon my felfe and curfe my fate. 

Willing me like to one more rich in hope, 
featur’d like him, like him with friends pofieft. 
Defiring this mans art,3nd that mans skope, 
ypith what I mod injoy contented leaft. 

Yet in thefc thoughts my felfe almoft defpifing. 

Haply I thinke on thee, and then my ftate, 

(Like to the Larke at breake of day arifing) 

From fullen earth fings himnsat Heavens gate, 

For thy fweet love remetnbred fuch wealth bringt, 
That then I fcorne to change my ftate with Kings, 


When 


Cruel i Deceit, 

rCarfc had the Sunnc dride up the deawy morne, 
^And fearfe the herd gone to the hedge for lliade X 
Wi en Cytberea fall in loye forlornc) 

A longing tarhnee for Adonu made 
Vnder an Ofyer growing by a brooke, 

A brooke,wherc A ion us'd to coole hisfplecne ♦ 

Hot was the day, (he hotter that did looke 
For his approach, that often there had beene. 

.Anon he comes,and throwes his Mantle by, 

And ftood ftarke naked on the brookes greene brim : 
ThcSunne jook’t on the world with glorious eye. 
Yet not fo wiftly,as this Quccne on turn : 


